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had got out of control (it had, but she was capable of
finishing- it somehow), but simply because she wanted to
draw a deep breath. "And then you want to know where
I'm going! I suppose you'd like me to give an account
of that as well, wouldn't you? Yes, of course. Oh, of
course!" Her head wagged as she brought out these vast
sneers. 'That would be very nice for you, wouldn't it?
I'll come and ask if I can spend a penny or tuppence.
Then I'll ask if I can walk down the road—"
"Oh, don't be so silly, Edie," cried Mr. Smeeth, who
hated this sort of wild ridiculous talk and could not see
what good it did. Even after all these years, he was still
innocent enough to imagine that his wife was trying to
argue and failing absurdly, and he did not realise that
she was merely exploding into speech.
"Don't be so silly!" she repeated indignantly, at the
same time coming forward into the room. "I'd like to
ask somebody who's the silly one here. They'd soon tell
you. And I'd rather be silly than mean. Yes—mean. If
you're not careful, Herbert Smeeth, you'll soon be too
mean to live. Pinching and scraping as if you didn't
know where the next penny was corning from! And the
more money you're getting, the worse you are. It's grow-
ing on you, this meanness. My words, I'd like you to be
married to some women, that's all They'd teach you
something about spending."
"No, they wouldn't," he said crossly, " 'cos I wouldn't
have it, wouldn't have it for a single minute. I'd soon
put a stop to their little games. As for being mean, you
know as well as I do, Edie, I'm not mean, and never have
been. There's nothing you've ever really wanted, or the
children either, you haven't had. But somebody's got to
be careful, that's all We're not made of money. When

